Flats by Royal, Autumn
          Deakin Research Online 
 
This is the published version:  
 
Royal, Autumn 2013, Flats, Rabbit, no. 7, The Sound Issue, pp. 53-53. 
 
Available from Deakin Research Online: 
 
http://hdl.handle.net/10536/DRO/DU:30051716 
 
Reproduced with the kind permission of the copyright owner.  
 
Copyright : 2013, RMIT Publishing 
FLATS 
Thankfully, you're staring into the washing machine's 
glass-eye when I walk into the communal laundry. 
On command, the machine's eye stings with Spree, 
water, and a bruise-coloured load of filth and slang. 
You speak and I compress the words, hurl them, unaddressed, 
into the clothes drier. Foil owing you up staircases 
seemed far easier than freestyle or butterfly, 
my muscles never able to memorise swimming strokes. 
On my cement platform there is room enough for two plastic 
chairs and a skeletal pot-plant (this used to be comforting). 
Leaning cheek on hand fr01n a Juliet balcony was far more romantic 
when I was too immature for sex and operating a washing machine. 
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